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Chap. XIII..My Friend the Cripple.
In the year 1860, of which I now write,

so much of prejudice against railways still
existed among many people of a pious or

superstitious turn of mind, that I, coming
under the latter category, can quote much
Immediate precedent in support of my re¬

solve to Walk to London rather than further
tempt a Providence I had already put to so

severe a strain.* It must be borne in mind
of course that we Trenders were little more

than barbarians of an unusual order, who
had been reared in an atmosphere of self-
sufficiency, nourished on a scorn of prog¬
ress and redeemed only by a natural lean¬
ing toward picturesqueness of a pagan
kind. Moreover, the sense of mystery,
which was an integral part of our daily
experience, had ingrained in us all a gen¬
eral antagonism toward unconstrued agen¬
cies. Lastly, not one of us had as yet been
in a train.
Ininlluenced, however, of this unchancy

affection of the mind, our sinews were

stout to maintain our independence, wheth¬
er among ourselves or as braced for wrestle
with the ministers of order, and it was

with no feeling of inability to carve a road
for myself through the barriers to exist¬
ence that I drew, on the evening of my
third day's tramp, toward the overlapping
pall that was the roof of the "City of
Dreadful Night."

I had slept, on my road, respectively at
Farnhuin and Guildford, where, in either
case, cheap accommodation was easily pro¬
curable, and foresaw a difficulty,.'only great¬
er in proportion, in finding reasonable lodg¬
ing in London during the time I was seek¬
ing work. Indifferently I pictured this city
to myself as only an elongated High street,
with ramifications more numerous and ex¬

tended than those of the old burgh that
was my native town. My undeceiving it
would scarcely be worth recording, for
many before me have detailed the processes
of the mind during a like awakening. I
was setartled, overwhelmed, of course:

dazed with the black, aimless scurrying of
those interwoven strings of human ants,
that ran by their thronging brick heaps,
eager in search for what they never seemed
to find, or shot and vanished into tunnels,
and alleys of darkness, or were attracted
to and scorched up by, apparently, the
broad sheets of flame that were the shop
windows of their Vanity Pair. Moving
amid the swarm from vision to vision.al¬
ways an inconsiderable atom there with¬
out meaning or invididuality.always
stunned and stupefied by the threatening
masses of masonry that hemmed me in,
and accompanied me, and broke upon me

In new dark forms through every vista and
gap that the rank growth of ages had failed
to block.the inevitable sense grew upon
me, as It grows upon all who pace its in¬

terminable streets friendless, of walking
In a world to which I was by heavenly
blrthNght an alien; of resentment at the
intolerable graco of regardlessness with
which its denizens passed me by without
curiosity and without discourtesy; of.ac¬
cented only by its strident roar of foot¬
steps.what Browning called "Earth's ter-

v rible composure."
Sick', tired and confused; deafened and

dazzled by my first-night vision of this
huge furnace of civilization, whose smoke
went endlessly roaring and flickering up
to circle about the dark roof that was its
heaven, I turned, near midnight, into a

gaunt and lonely square where compara¬
tive quiet reigned.

I had entered London by way of Water¬
loo Bridge, as the wintry dusk was falling
over hoifse and river, and all these hours
6ince had J been pacing its crashing thor¬
oughfares, a/live only to wonder and the
cruel sense of personal insignificance. Still
I was not defeated or even subdued; only,
utterly at a loss whither to go or where, in
all that tangle to first look for an end of
that clew of destiny that was to lead me

on to a livelihood. As to a lodging and a

bed for my weary limbs.sooner had Childe
Roland dared the dark tower than I the
burrows, that night, of the unknown pan¬
demonium around me. I had slept in the
open of ihu^ fields before now. Here,
though Winter, it hardly seemed that there
was an out-of-doors, but that the buildings
were only so. manjr sleeping closets in a
dark hall.
All around the square Inside was a greait

enclosure encompassed by a frouzy hoard¬
ing of wood, and set in the middle of the
enclosure was some dim object that looked
like a ruined statue. Such by day, indeed,
I found it to be, and of no less a person
than his late majesty, King George the
First. This dignitary composite of gilt
metal and low art, had been scurvily treat¬
ed, fiiist in the gradual decay and degrada¬
tion of the ornamentai plat that contained
him, and finaJIv in a thievish dispersion of
his accoutrements, that was only, the pre¬
lude to actual bodily violence; for, when
my waking eyes first lighted on him, I saw
him to be half-sunk into his horse, as If
seeking to shield himself therein from the

In an agc* mueh more recent.bytwenty-live years or so.more than one per¬
soni of culture and intelligence and neighbor
nrM?,/Hgruate:f clty' who-entertained a nice
prejudice and consistently acted upon it
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ehaifts of his persecutors, who nothing
discomposed, had daubed what remained
of the crippled charger lolmself with'
blotches of red and white paint.

I walked once or twice round the square,
seeking vainly, at first, to still the tumult
of my brain. The oppressive night of
locked-up London, laden like a thunder
cloud with store of slumbering passions,
was lowering now and settling down like
fog. The theatres were closed; the streets
echoing to their last footfalls. At my sec¬
ond round some tawdry women made at me
and praised my country cheeks in their
hideous jargon. I ran from them in fear
and shame, and, seeing a hole In the hoard¬
ing, squeezed through it and withdrew into
the rank grass and weeds that choked the
interior of the enclosure. I had bought
and brought some food with me, and this
I fell to munching as-1 sat on a hummock'
of rubbish, and was presently much com¬
forted thereby, so that nothing but sleep
seemed desirable to me in all the world.
Therefore I lay down where I was and
buttoned my coat about me, was, despite
the frosty air, soon lost in delicious for-
getfulness. At first my slumber was
broken by reason of the fitful rumbte of
wheels, or pierced by voices and dim cries
that yet resounded phantomly here and
there, as if I lay In some stricken city,
where only the dying yet lived and wailed,
but gradually these all passed from me.

I awoke with the gray of dawn on my
face and sat up. My limbs were cramped
and stiff with the cold and a light rime
lay upon my clothes. Otherwise no bitterer
result, had followed my rather untoward
experiment.
Then I looked about me and saw for the

first time that I ws\ not alone. Certain
haggard and unclea,n \reatures were my
bedfellows In that desolate oasis. They lay
uncouthly huddled here and there, like
mere scarecrows blown over by the wind
and lying where they fell. There were
women among them, and more than one

at first I could make out nothing but a long,
large-boned face peering at me above the
stems through eyes as black and glinting as

boot buttons. A thatch of dark hair fell
about his ears and forehead, and his eye¬
brows, also black, were sleek and pointed
like ermine tips.
The face was so full and fine that I was

startled when Its owner rose, which he did
on the Instant, to see that he was a thick¬
set and stunted cripple. He shambled tow¬
ard me with a winning smile on his lips,
and, before I could summon resolution to
retreat, had come and sat down beside me.

"We seem the cocks of this company," he
said, in a deep musical voice. "Among the
blind and one-eyed.eh-?"
He was warmly and decently clad, and I

could only wonder at his choice of bedroom.
rHe read me in a look.

"I've a craving for experiences," he said.
"These aren't my usual quarters."
"No," I said; "I suppose not."
"Nor yours?" he went on, with a keen

glance at me.
To give my confidence to a stranger was

an unwise proceeding, but I was guileless as

to the craft of great cities, and In this case

my innocence was In a manner my good
fortune.

I told him that I was only yesterday
from the country, after a three days'
tramp, and how I was benighted.
"Ah," he said. "Up after work, I sup¬

pose."
"Yes," I answered.
"Well," said he, "let's understand your

capacities. Guess my age first."
"Forty," said I at a venture, for, Indeed,

he might have been that or anything else.
"I'm twenty-one," he said, "just of age,

and still greasy with a surfeit of the fatted
calf. Don't I look it? We mature early
In London here. What do you thlnk's my
business?"
"Oh, you're a gentleman, aren't you?"

I said, with some stir of shyness.

Fe£ Rottongoose.
An old woman with the manners of a witch. Another of the strangre oc¬

cupants of the "Mill of Silence." She plays a wierd role in this most inter¬
esting story.

pinched and tattered urchin, with drawn,
white face resolved by sleep into nothing
but pathos and starvation.
There they lay at intervals, as if on a

battlefield where the crows had been busy,
and each one seemed to lie flattened into the
earth as dead bodies lies.

I could not but be thankful that I had
stumbled over no one of them* when I en¬

tered.an accident which would very pos¬
sibly have lost me my little store of money,
if it had, indeed, led to nothing worse. As
it was. I prepared for a hasty exit and was

about to rise, when. I became conscious that
my movements were under observation by
one who lay not twenty feet from me.

He was so hidden by the rank grass that

"I'm a printer's hand. That means some¬
thing very different to you, don't it? May¬
be you'll develop in time. Where are you
from?"

I told him.
"Ah," he said "You'veja proverb down

you way: 'Manners maketh man.' So they
may, as they construe it.a fork for the
fingers and a pretty trick of speech; but
it's the manners of the soul make the
gentleman. Do you b'elieve in after-life?"
"Of course I do. Where do the ghosts

come from otherwise?"
"That isn't the way to look at it. Try a

syllogism like this: I don't want to die;
yet I die; therefore my will must be some¬

thing independent of my body."

"Well," said I, "I do want to die, and
I kill myself, therefore my will perishes
with my body."
He laughed pleasantly, rubbing his chin

In a perplexed manner, and then I no¬

ticed thafr his fingers were stunted like
a mechanic's and stained with printer s

Ink.
"Old Ripley would fancy you," he said.
"Who's he?"
"My governor.printer, binder and pam¬

phleteer, an opponent of all governments
but his own. He's an anarchist, who d like
to transfer himself and his personal be¬
longings to some desert satellite, after lay¬
ing a train to blow up the earth with
nltro-glycerlne and then he'd want to over¬

turn f:he heavenly system."
"He doesn't sound hopeful."
"No, he isn't, but he's fairly original for

a fanatic. There are others of his kind,
but he goes further than all the gunpowder
In the world could blow him. I wonder if
he'd give you work?"
"Oh, thanks!" I exclaimed.
"Nonsense; you needn't mind him. He s

only gas. Unmixed with his native air he
wouldn't be explosive, you know. I can

Imagine him a very unprogressdve angel.
It's notoriety he wants. Nothing satislies
his sort in the end like a scaffold outskle
Newgate with 40,000 eyes looking on and
12 guineas paid for a window in the 'Mag¬
pie and Stump.' "

"Are you" I began, when he took me

up with:
"His kind? Not a bit of It. I'm an Ideal¬

ist.a dreamer asking the way to Utopia.
I look about for the flnger-posts In places
like this. <3ne must learn and suffer to
dream properly."
"You can do that and yet have ugly

enough dreams," I said, with subdued em¬

phasis. For the first time since I had
awakened my trouble was recalled to me.
"That oughtn't to be so," he said, look¬

ing curiously at me. "Nightmare comes
from over-indulgence. Cosset your griev¬
ances and they'll control you. You must
be an ascetic In the art of sensation."
"And starve on a pillar like that old

saint Mr. Tennyson wrote of," I answered.
"That seems to me very like Newgate."
"Go hang yourself," he cried, pushing

at me with a laugh. "Hullo! Who's here?
A couple of scarecrows, evil-looking men

both, had risen, and stood over us to one

side, listening.
"Toff kenners," I heard one of them mut¬

ter, "and good for jink, by the looks."
"Tap the cady," the other murmured,

and both creatures shuffled round to the
front of us.

"Good for a mldjlck, matey?" asked the
more ruffianly looking of the two In a men¬

acing tone.
I started, bewildered by their Jargon.

My companion looked up at them smiling
and drumming out a tune on his knee.
"Stow it," said the smaller man to the

other; "I've tried the griffin and it don't
take." Then he bent his body and whined
in a fulsome voice: "Overtaken with a

drop, good gentlemen? And won't you pay
a trifle for your lodgings, now?"

I was about to rise, but a gesture on the
part of both fellows showed me that they
Intended to keep us at our disadvantage.
A blowzed and noisome woman was ad¬
vancing to join the group.
"Be alert," whispered my companion.

"We must get <yit of this."
The words were for me, but the men

gathered their import and assumed a
threatening manner. No doubt, seeing but
a boy and a cripple, they valued us beneath
our muscular worth.
"Come," said the big man, "we don't

stand on ceremony; we want the price of a
drink."
He advanced upon us as he spoke with an

ugly look and in a moment my companion
had seized him by the ankles and whirled
him over against his friend, so that the two
crashed down together. The woman set up
a screech, as we jumped to our feet, and
we saw wild heads start up here and there
like snakes from the grass. But before any
one could follow us we had gained the rent
In the'hoarding and slipped through. Glanc¬
ing back, after I had made my exit, I saw
one of the men strike the woman full in the
face and fell her to the ground. It was his
gentle corrective to her for not having
stopped us and the sight made my blood so
boil that I was on the point of tearing back
had not my companion seized and fairly
carried me off. As in many cripples, his
strength of arm/was prodigious.
"Now." he said, when he had quieted me,

"we'll go home to breaklast."
"Where?" said I.
"Home, my friend. Oh, I have one, you

know, for all my sleeping out there. That
was a test for experience; my first one of
the kind, but valuable In its way."
"But" I began.
"Yes, you will,"_ he cried. "You'll be

my guest I've taken a bit of a Yancy to
you. What's your iyime?"
When I had told him, "Duke Straw's

mine." he said, "though I'm not of straw¬
berry leaf descent. But it's a good name
for a dreamer, isn't It? Have you ever
read 'Feathertop,' by Hawthorne?"
"No," I said.
"Never mind. then. When you do, you'll

recognize my portrait.a poor creature of
Btraw that moves by smoke."
"What smoke?" I aske£, bewildered.
"Perhaps you'll find out some day.if

Ripley takes a fancy to you."
"You don't want me to go to him?"
"Certainly I do. I'm going to take you

with me when I tramp to work at 9
o'clock."
He was so cool and masterful that I

could only laugh and walk on with him.
He covered ground at a good pace despite
his deformity, and was blithe as Autolycus
in his philosophy of life.

Chap. XIY.I Obtain Employment.
It was broad day when we emerged from

the lnclosure. and sound was awakening
along the wintry streets. London stood be¬
fore me rosy and refreshed, so that she
looked no longer formidably unapproachable
as she had in her garb of black and many
jewels. I might have entered her yester¬
day with the proverbial half-crown, so

easily was my lot to fall in accommodating
places.
Duke Strawy whom I was henceforth to

call my friend, conducted me by a town¬
ship of intricate streets to the shop of a

law stationer, in a petty way of business
which stood close by Clare market and
abutted on Lincoln's Inn Fields. Here he
had a little bedroom, furnished with a

cheap oil cooking stove, whereon he heated
his coffee, and grilled his bacon.
Simon Cringle, the proprietor of -the shop,

was taking his shutters down as we walked
up. He was a little, spare man, with a van¬

ity of Insignificance worthy of the fiy on

the bull's horn. The bull, too, might haye
been Assyrian for model, judging by the
luxuriance of curl this protozoan affected.
His iron gray hair fell in short, well

greased ringlets and his thin beard in a

couple more, that hung loose like dangled
wood shavings; his colled mustaches re-

ulnded one of watch springs; his very eye

brows, like bees' legs, were humped in the
middle and twisted up into fine claws at
the tips. Added to this, he wore his finger
nails long and white as peeled almonds, and
was altogether like a little civilized Orson
with an atavistic tendency toward deeds
of mystic barbarianism in the shape of
deeds of law. Duke, In his search for lodg¬
ing and experience, had no sooner seen
this curiosity than he closed with him.
He gave my companion a grandiloquent

"Good morning."
"Up with the lark, Mr. Straw," said he,

"and I hope, sir, with success in the mat¬
ter of getting the first worm?" Here he
looked hard at me.

"He found me too much of a mouthful,"
said I; "so he brought me home for break¬
fast."
Duke laughed.
"Come and be grilled," said he. "Any¬

how they roast malt worms in a place
spoken of by Falstaff.
We had a good, merry meal. I should

not have thought it possible my hear/ could
lightened so. But there was a fascinating
individuality about my companion that, I
am afraid, I have but poorly suggested. He
gave me glimmerings of life in a higher

"To get work."
"Have you brought a character with

you?"
Here was a question to ask a Trender!

But I answered, "No I never thought of it,"
with perfect truth.
"What can you do?
"Anything I'm told, sir."
"That's a compromising statement, my

friend. Can you read and write?"
"Yes, of course."
"Anything else."
"Nothing."
VNothing? Don't you know anything now

about the habits of birds and beasts and
fishes?"
"Oh, yes! I could tell you a heap about

that." #
"Could you? Very well; I'll give you a

trial. I take you on Straw's recommenda¬
tion. His opinion, I tell you, I value more
than a score of written characters in a case
like this. You've to make yourself useful
in fifty different ways."

I assented, with a light heart, and he took
me at my word and the further bargain was

completed. My wages were small at first,
of course; but, with what I had In hand
they would keep me going no doubt till I
could prove myself worth more to my em-

Duke Straw,
A loyal friend, but a terrible enemy, i

whom he loves, but never forgetting in 1
conspicuous place in this thrilling narrat

plane than that which had been habitual
to me. No doubt his code of morais was

eccentric, and here and there faulty. His
manner of looking at things was, however,
so healthy, his breezy philosophy so infec¬
tious, that I could not help but catch some
of his complaint.which was, likeUhat of
the nightingale, musical.
Perhaps, had I met him by chance sis

months ago, by undeveloped soul would
have resented his easy familiarity with a
cubbish snarl or two. Now my receptlves
were awakened; my armor of self-sufficien¬
cy eaten to rags with rust; my heart plain¬
tive for communion with some larger In¬
fluence that would recognize and not ab¬
hor.
At 8:45 he haled me off to the office,

which stood a brief distance only, in a

thoroughl&re called Great Queen street.
Here he left me awhile, bidding me walk
up and down and observe life until his
chief should arrive, which he was due to
do at the half hour.

I thought It a dull street after some I
had seen, but there were many old book
and curiosity shops in It that aroused my
Interest. "While I was looking into one
of them I heard Duke call.
"Here," he said when I reached him;

"answer out and I think Ripley will give
you work. I'm rather a favorite with
him.that's the truth."
He led me into a low-bro"wed room, with

a counter. Great bales of print and paper
went up to the celling at the back, and
the floor rumbled with the clank of sub¬
terranean machinery. One or two clerks
were about, and wedged into a corner
of the room was a sort of glazed and
wooden crate of comfortable proportions,
which was, in fact, the chapei of ease, or

sanctum of the minister of the place.
Into this den Duke conducted me with

ceremony, and, retreating himself, left me

almost tumbling over a bald-headed man,
with a matted black beard, oh which k

protruding red underlip lay like a splash
of blood, who sat at a desk writing.
"Shut the door," he said, without look

ing up.
"It Is shut, sir."
He trailed a glance at me, as If In

scrutiny, but I soon saw he could only
have been balancing some phrase, for he
dived again and went on writing.
Presently he said, very politely, indeed,

and still intent on his paper. "Are you
a cadet of the noble family of Klnsale,
sir?"
"No, sir," I answered, In surprise.
"You haven't the right to remain covered

In the presence of the king?"
"No, sir."
"Well, I'm king here. What the blazes do

you mean by standing In a private room

with your hat on?"
I plucked it off, tingling.
"I'm sorry," I said. "Mr. Straw brought

me in so suddenly, I lost my head and my
cap went with it, I suppose. But I see it's
not the only thing one may lose here, in¬
cluding tempers!" And with that I turned
on my heel and was about to beat a retreat

fuming.
"Come back!" shouted Mr. Ripley. "If

you go now, you go for good!"
I hesitated; the memory of my late com¬

rade restored my equilibrium.
"I didn't mean to be rude, sir," I said.

"I shall be grateful to you if you will give
me work."
He had condescended to turn now, and

was looking full at me with frowning eyes,
but with no sign of anger on his face.
"Well, you can speak out," he 'said. "How

do you come to know Straw?"
"I met him by chance and we got talk¬

ing together."
"How long have you been in London?"
"Since yesterday evening."
"Why did you leave Winton?"

the Cripple.
billing to make any sacrifice for those
njury, this strange character occupies a
ive to the very last.

pioyer.
In this manner I became one of Ripley's

hands and later on myself a pamphleteer in
a small way. I wrote to my father that
evening and briefly acquainted him of my
good fortune.

1' or some months my work was of a hete¬
rogeneous description. Ripley was legiti¬
mately a job printer, on rather a large
scale, and a bookbinder. To these, how-
e\er he added a little venturesomeness in
publishing kon his own account, as also a
considerable Itch for scribbling. Becoming
at a hint a virulent partisan in any extrem¬
ist cause whatsoever and being Interminably
agog to upset, something or somebody for
little more reason than induces a schoolboy
to kick a companion's stool from under him,
it will be no matter for wonder that his
private room was much the resort of level-
ers, progressives and abolitionists of every
creed and complexion. There furious mal¬
contents against systems they were the
first to profit by met to talk and never to
listen. There fanatical propagandists,
eager to fly on the rudimentary wing
stumps of first principles, fluttered Into
piint and came flapping to'the ground at
the third line. There, I verily believe,
plots were laid that would presently have
shriveled Olympus at a nod, had any one

of the conspirators ever possessed the pa¬
tience to sit on them till hatched. This,
however, they never did. Ay their flery
periphrastics smoked off into the soot of
print and in due course lumbered the office
with piles of unmarketable drivel.
Mr. Ripley had, however, other strings

to his bow, or he would not have pros¬
pered. lie did a good business in book¬
binding and was even now and again suc¬

cessful In the more conventional pub¬
lishing line. In this connection I chanced
to be of some service to him, to which cir¬
cumstance I owed a considerable improve¬
ment in my position after I had been with
him getting on a year. He had long con¬

templated, and at length begun to work
upon a series of handbooks on British
birds and insects, dealt with county by
county. In the compilation of these much
research was necessary, wherein I proved
myself a useful and painstaking coadjutor.
In addition, however, my own knowledge
of the subject was fairly extensive as re¬

garded Hampshire, which county, and es¬

pecially that part of it about Winton, is
iich in lepidoptera of a rare order. I may
say I fairly earned the praise he be¬
stowed upon me, which was tinged, per¬
haps, with a trifle of jealousy on his part,
due to the fact that the section I touched
proved to be undoubtedly the most popular
of the series, as judged subsequently by re¬

turns.
Not to push on too fast, however, I must

hark back to the morning of my engage¬
ment,-which was marked by my'introduc¬
tion to one who eventually exercised a con¬
siderable influence over my destines, and
through mine, no doubt, over those of the
human race to remotest Thule. That last

I am conscious is a feeble postulate imi¬
tative of Duke's manner, but lacking Its
spontaneity. He would have said Pistol
can t throw a pot through a tavern window

without setting the springs of life's mech¬
anism a-jrorking ail the world over.

During the course of that first morn

ing Mr. Ripley sent me for some copies of
a pamphlet that were In order of sewing
down below. By his direction I descended
a spiral stairway of iron and found myself
in the composing-room, where numerous

men and boys stood at sloping "fra-ujes,'^
as they call them, of type, snapping nr
and disposing into "sticks".which art

short hods, as It were, of brass.the little
fractions of lead. The more skilful amon?
them did this as fast, almost, as they coulc
spell; their fingers pecking at the 151-eyec
cases as fowls peck at grain. At a heavy
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iron-sheeted table, known as an imposing
stone, arranging the paged types In
"chases" for machining, stood my new
found friend, who was, despite his youth,
the valued foreman of this department.
He hailed me with glee and asked: "What
success?"
"All right, thanks to you," I said; "anj[

where may the book-binding place be *uut
Dolly Mellijon?"
"Oh, you re for there, are you?" he said,

with, I thought, a rather curious look at
me, and he pointed to a side door.
Passing through this, I found myself la

a long room, flanked to the left with many
machines for "guillotining," gilding, stamp¬
ing and pressing; and to the right, with a
row of girls who were classifying, folding
or sewing at spidery frames the sheets of
print from the press.
"I'm to ask for Dolly Mellison," I said,

addressing the girl at my end of the row.

"Weil, you wont have far to go," sh*
said. "I'm her."
She was a pretty, slim lily of a thing,

lithe and pale, with large gray eyes and
coiled hair like a rope of sunburned bar¬
ley straw, and her fingers petted her task
as if that were so much hat-trimming.
"I'm sent by Mr. Ripley for copies of a

pamphlet on 'The Supineness of Theolo¬
gians,' " I said.
"I'll at work on it," she answered.

"Walt a bit till I've finished the dozen."
She glanced at me now and again without

pausing in her work.
"You're from the country, aren't you7"
"Yes. How do you know?"
"A little bird told me. What gave you

those red cheeks?"
"The sight of you," I said. I was grow¬

ing up.
"I'm nothing to be ashamed of, am I?"

she asked, with ^jpert laugh.
"You ought to be of yourself," I said,

"for taking my heart by storm in that
fashion."
"Go alqng!" she cried, with a jerk of her

elbow. "None of your gammon! I'm not
to be caught by chaff."
"It wasn't chaff, Dolly, though I may be

a man of straw. Is that what you meant?"
"You're pretty free, upon my word.

Who told you you might call me by my
name?"
"Why, you wouldn't have me call you by

any one else's? It's pretty enough, even
for you."
"Oh, go away with you!" she cried. "I

wont listen."
At that moment Duke put his head in at

the door.
"The governor's calling for you," he

said. "Hurry up."
"Well, they're ready," said the girl.

"here," and she thrust the packet into my
hands, with a blushing Impudent look at
me.

I forgot all about her in a few minutes.
My heart was too full of one only other
girlish figure to find room in Itself for a
rival. What was Zyp doing now?.the
wonderful fairy child, whose phantom pres¬
ence haunted all my dreams for good and
evil. Maybe she was even then wondering,
amid her wild flowers, over the fate of
the poor friend who had touched her life
with music for a little spell, I think, and
passed from her.was It forever? No; I
would not think that, whatever my new-
nhHnsnrihv.
As* I walked from the Office with Duke

Straw that afternoon.for, as It was Sat¬
urday, we left early.a silence fell between
us till we neared Cringle's shop. Then,
standing outside, he suddenly stayed ma

and looked In my face.
"Shall I hate or love you?" he said, with

his mouth set grimly.
He made a gesture toward his deformed

lower limbs with his hands, and shrugged
his shoulders.
"No," he said; "what must be, must. I'll

love you!"
Thero was a curious, defiant sadness In

Ms tone, but It was gone directly. I could
only stare at him In wonder.
"You're to be my house-fellow and

chum," he said. "No, don't protest; I've
settled It. We'll arrange the rest with
Cringle." .

And so I slept in a bed In London for
the first time.
But the noise of a water wheel roared

in my ears all night.
To be continued to-morrow. This story

began in the Journal April 27.

A Supplement ofthe Journal
containing the first seven chap-
ers of " The IMill of Silence "
will be mailed to any address
upon receipt of a two cent
stamp.
A WONDERFUL PHOTOGRAPH.

Shows Us with Delightful Realism a Father
Feeding His Child.

The new system of multiple photography,
whereby a great number of impressions
of the same person or object are taken In
a moment or so of time, exhibits life to
us in a very natural and realistic manner.
This Is one of the most Interesting feat¬

ures of this wonderful invention, for the
old-fashioned photograph represented hu- *

man nature in the most unnatural manner

PQSsible.
It is notoriously difficult to look pleasant

when sitting for a photograph. The sub¬
jects of instantaneous multiple photog¬
raphy do not have the same difficulties, for
they are either ignorant of what is going
on or they are not required to pose.
A more pleasant example of a multiple

photograph could hardly be found than the
one which Is reproduced in the Sunday
Journal. It shows us a father feeding his
little child, while the mother, seated on

the ot^ier side of the child, looks smilingly
on.

It is a delightful little scene of domestic
happiness. It Is a photograph that touches
the heart. When such results as this can

be produced by one of the wonders of mod¬
ern science, we must not accuse that
science of being neglectful of the bea.utie»
of life.
The father is evidently a o'_-

poor class, otherwise he would not be pho¬
tographed in his s^lrt sleeves, and In the
act of feeding his child. But this conduct
is what endears him to us. The man who
can take such e.-'dent pleasure in the sim¬
ple but worthy act of feeding his little
child must be Xruiy happy, and the sight
of happiness is grateful to all rightly con¬
stituted persons.
By means of this wonderful photograph

you may follow this gentle action from its
inception to its conclusion. You see not
only the raising of th£ spoon, with the
food, and the gradual turning of the man'?
head as he brings the spoon near the child''
mouth, but also the tenderness which ac

; companies the action. The youngster lool
up happy and smiling, and the mother
equally so.

1 The photograph Is a fine study for a lov
of human nature.


